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210 Excursions' in Ulster. 

runs among reefs of dark limestone, from which it gets its 
name of the Black Rock Pass. 

As we pursued our course downwards, we remarked a 
number of buoys floating on the water in different places, 
which the boatmen said marked the stations of different fisher- 
men living along the lake. These, we were informed, are 
in the practice of feeding the fish regularly; which draws 
them in great numbers to places where they are easily taken, 
when required. 

At this time, we observed numbers of men in their cots, 
busily employed in fishing. One man manages a number of 
rods, which he has placed along, the sides of his boat, and 
draws them in succession. In one place we were amused by 
seeing a man crossing to his fishing station, with no better 
mode of conveyance than a large bundle of rushes, on which 
he sat, moviBg it along by means of a small paddle. This 
was certainly returning to the primitive days of navigation. 

After a pleasant sail, we reached Enniskillcn, at about 
eleven o'clock at night. 

In my next, I shall give you some account of the natural 
productions of the Lough, and of several interesting places 
in this neighbourhood, which we visited to-day. 

I remain, &c. 
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WOMAN. 

" Daughter of God and Man."— Milton. 



- There it a language of the heart Now, would I Woman's friendship sing,— 

^ That mocks at learning's studied art ; O, 'tis a pure, undying thing! 

There is an utterance of the soul 1 he dew that gems the blossomed thorn 

That laughs at scholarship's control, Shines brightest in the sunny morn; 

Breathes Hferth in verse a living thought. But faithful Woman can bestow 

With feeling, love, and nature fraught; Alight to gild the night of wo 1 
Woman's the theme; and who would e'er require Her love, like moon-beam on a stormy sea, 

One borrowed string to animate his lyre ? Sheds o'er our cares its own serenity. , 

There is a witchery that lies I've found the world a faithless thing; 

Within the sunshine of her eyes, Man's friendship weak and perishing.— 

More potent than the magic spell Man's friendship !— *Ti6 the ocean's spray ;- 

Of talisman, or fairy dell. The froth that rude winds sweep away ! 

Who has not felt her very name " You ask where friendship then can rest ; 

Inspire his heart, and thrill his frame? Go, find it in a Woman's breast! 

The world may frowning cry, Idolatry! I would not give one fair loved friend I boast. 
But who would e'er forego the witching ectasy I For all the wealth of India's golden coast! 

Woman ! companion of my life, When pale disease, with all her train, 

Less loved when maiden than when wife j Fevers the blood and fires the brain, 

How fondly do I sing of thee, Tis Woman's sympathetic art 

Of wedded love and constancy ! Quells the wild throbbing of the heart ; 

Dear mother of my child! I trace The mortal pang, the burning sigh. 

Thy emblem in his artless face In nature's latest agony! . 

I clasp the lisping babe, receive a kiss, O fair Physician I thou art ever near, 

And feel a father's love— a father's bliss 1 With oil and wine the drooping frame to cheer; 

Tis Woman's voice, in accents low, I ask not, on the bed of death, 

That hushes first the infant's wo; Proud man to watch my fleeting breath ; 

"Us Woman's fond maternal arms Let Woman's prayer embalm the hour ! 

That shield her boy from vain alarms ; For Oh, it has a soothing power 

Uprear him in a world of caret, To calm the awful struggle here, 

And save him from its countless snares. To brighten hope and banish fear; 

Uurse of mankind 1 I fondly view in thee To raise new prospects of a land on high. 

The watchful guardian of our infancy. Where death a swallowed up in victory ! 



